
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



364 



THE ALDINE. 



The Aldine.— Vol. VII. 

January, 1874, to December, 1875. 

THE ALDINE COMPANY, Publishers, 
James Sutton, President. 

NEW YORK, JULY, 1875. 



THE OLD JUNES. 

When June comes caroling back among the trees, 
And glowing among the gardens, and in heaven 
Making those mellower blues by night ; by dusk 
Leaving those long, dim, dreamy tender lights 
To fill the hollow-glimmering halls of the west. 
Where one large star, a tear of white fire, bums ; 
When sweet, revivifying June comes back. 
An influence as of other vanished Junes — 
An influence shadowy, dominant, divine — 
Even as a vapor from a lake's dark heart, 
Rises from mine and wraps it drapery wise. 

For then I dream of the immemorial hours 

In immemorial Junes, and do remind me 

Of the countless loves that in this loveliest month 

Have felt more passionate joys, intenser thrills. 

Met gladlier, parted sadlier, just for this. 

That the year was opulent with rich, fresh youth, 

And life more utterly life ! 

Ah, me ! the feet 
Of those dead Junes, with shadowy ghostliness. 
Walk near us now in the odor-loaded air ! 
Flowers that are ashes, leaves that long are dust. 
They gaze upon, with phantom visions, piercing 
The secrets of far dynasties in both ! 
They see, these ghosts, through generations back 
In yonder violet blowing by the brook; 
And not this radiant rose do they discern. 
But rather some sweet dead progenitress. 
Some ancestress of bloom, as proudly fair ! 

O the dead Junes ! O the dead loves of men 
And women that have laughed from full glad hearts. 
Because there were love and June within one world ! 
O memory ! and O mystery of these. 
Now ashes, that were once intensest fire ! 

— Edgar Fawcett. 



MY REPENTANT SPARROW. 

The roof and chimneys of a low, old-fashioned 
homestead on the corner of one street, the third and 
upper stories of four houses down another, and the 
tops of several trees — among them that which made 
the supreme j'oy of my May-day existence, the top- 
most bough of an old apple-tree with its freight of 
delicate blossoms, crowned with the glory of a blue 
sky overhead. 

This is what I saw. Just so much of the world had 
I seen for two years, and no more ; and that not al- 
ways with the blue, the blossoms, and the sunshine ; 
for winter, spring, and summer, had found me with 
facility for viewing just so much of the outside world 
as a diagonal outlook from my window would allow. 
That look not always reflected brightness, but the 
picture of dull skies, leafless branches, and often- 
times the brown roof blanched to sudden whiteness 
by the silent snow. 

I heard more than I saw, for the mingled noises of 
the town came up. The rattle of the carts often 
broke discordantly in upon the organ-grinder's air, 
giving me thereby great dissatisfaction, for those oft- 
recurring melodies were unseen sources of delight to 
me. The cries of itinerant tradesmen, the welcome 
ring of the postman, the shouts of boys from a school 
hard by, the shrill whistle of the engines, and, occa- 
sionally breaking in above them all, the brazen clang 
of the fire-bell, in which case I often saw the glowing, 
reddened sky ; and, sweeter than all other sounds to 
me, the early "cheep" and twitter of the sparrows, 
darting often in little flocks before my windows. 

These and many other sounds were borne in upon 
my ears, when but a narrow outlook was granted to 
my vision. How precious this small outlook was 
none may know, save those who have lingered on a 
sick-bed for many weary months, and, just missing 
the " dark valley," have wandered slowly back into 
the paths of life. How eagerly, after those long 
nights of restlessness, we watch for the early dawn, 
and listen, even before the gray begins to soften in 
the east, for those sweet harbingers of light, the 
birds. 

They were my comfort through many weary hours. 
Even in the wintry days they looked in upon me, 
tapping softly on the pane at first; and nurse en- 
couraged their visits by crumbs scattered on the 
window-ledge outside. So, when summer came and 



they no longer needed charity, they skimmed in 
graceful evolutions before my open window, lighting 
in twos and threes upon its sill, until one day the 
foremost of a group flew in, and having by degrees 
lost all fear of the white face grown so familiar, it 
rested for a moment on my pillow, and stroked with 
its bill the thin hand that lay outstretched upon it. 

Small things are of great weight to invalids ; from 
that day forth I knew my bird from all the others, 
and watched with interest every flight he took. He 
was no great traveler, for the furthest distance of his 
flight was the apple-bough, on which I fancied he 
would build, and my window-ledge, between which 
" kindred points " he seemed at first unable to de- 
cide. 

But one fresh, sunny morning, when nurse had 
made my pillows high, had given me my breakfast, 
which I had taken with unusual relish, and had left 
me quite comfortable and happy in the enjoyment of 
a fragrant bunch of violets, I heard a sympathizing 
and triumphant "cheep," when, looking up, I saw 
my wee, brown birdie had decided. He had laid his 
dry, brown twig upon the sill, and uttered his soft 
note, to give me the first hint of his intentions, and 
then, my notice being gained, he raised it once more 
in his bill and hopped with it to one corner, where he 
laid It carefully down, and flew away to return al- 
most immediately with one smaller and browner 
than himself, a shy little thing that lighted on the 
very edge, as if fearing to come nearer, and only 
dared remain because her mate was close at hand. 
He gave encouraging little "cheeps," inviting her to 
fuller confidence, and with patronizing little nods 
and bobs he looked my way, then hers, then mine 
again, and said by actions plain as words could say : 

" See, I have come and have brought her. She is 
timid, as you see, but we fixed it up between us. We 
chose you, rather than the buds and blossoms ! " 

And so the nest was built. With happy twitters 
of approval they worked on, and "cheeped" and 
fluttered to their hearts' cdntent, and much to mine. 
I watched with almost childish interest the building 
of their nest, and could have nearly told the number 
of the sticks and straws and hairs of which it was 
composed. At last the downy lining was complete, 
and all that day I watched Dame Sparrow sitting on 
her nest to shape it well inside. As the afternoon 
waned, her mate came home — for he had taken an 
extra airing, now that the great business of the last 
few days was over — and his joyous flourishes and 
manifestations of delight determined me to be raised 
up and look into the nest. So with difficulty I was 
raised, and saw the tiny ^^^, and felt repaid ; for that 
one little speckled globe, to one who had so few de- 
lights, was what a roc's tg^ would have been to 
many. 

As the days went on, their number was increased ; 
but the exertion to see them was too great. I took 
them all on trust : five little globes ! Worlds of 
wonder to my narrowed thought. I watched the 
cozy nest from dawn till fading twilight, when both 
birds had settled comfortably in with little murmurs 
of content, that ears less sharp than mine could not 
have caught. And when at last the curtains were 
drawn down, and my pets veiled from me for a sea- 
son, my mind would be filled with conjectures as to 
how many days would pass before the change would 
come, and those five eggs would furnish me, not two, 
but seven, to be my delight in summer days to come. 

The birdlings came at last ; but there were only 
four. Some accident had happened to the fifth egg ; 
it was, no doubt, broken in the nest. Time flew so 
fast, that even to an invalid it seemed but a short 
time ere they were fledged, and had ventured out 
upon the window-sill. They looked outward, but it 
always ended in their flying inward, for the dizzy 
height below was far too great to be trusted with 
their untried strength, and so I had the benefit of all 
their first short flights. They lighted on my stand, 
my bed, in twos and often the whole four. 

At last the hour oi liberty arrived. It came one 
bright June morning with the sun. They balanced 
one by one upon the window-ledge, each following 
the other as they soared into the air. My sparrows 
were content to light low down, for all birds are not 
larks to penetrate the blue, and this flight earthward 
pleased me better, as I hoped some time to see them 
back again, the more so that the last one that I 
watched fluttered down upon the apple-bough, and 
resting there among the leaves and tiny fruit, seemed 
loath to wander farther. But noontide came, and 
twilight, and they did not return, so I gave my bird- 
lings up; only the parent-bird, my bird, had come 



back alone, for mother-bird had gone, no doubt to 
seek her oflfspring. 

That evening, on the stand beside my bed was 
placed my usual bouquet, graced, for the first time 
that season, with delicate stems of fragrant mignon- 
nette. It was my favorite plant, and I had longed 
for it, and hailed it when it came with a happy sigh 
of satisfied content. It breathed into my weary life 
an odor of such saintlike peace, that now I lay quiet 
and in harmony with all lovely things. 

My flowers were company : they preached me per- 
fect homilies to be content and wait. My senses 
were acute in proportion to the weakness of my 
body ; and my mind, simplified and rendered child- 
like by its contact with so few, having for its chief 
interest the flower and bird life around me, grew so 
in harmony with their nature that I seemed to read 
the odor of the flowers as written words, the utter- 
ances of the birds as a language clearly understood. 

The lingering twilight of this soft June day had 
nearly given place to darkness ; but the air was so 
balmy that nurse had listened to my entreaties and 
left the window open longer than was usual. My 
poor lone bird had fluttered to the sill, and stood be- 
side the vacant nest alone. I think I must have 
whispered him to come ; at least he came — and yet, 
not I alone had power to bring him, but the odor of 
the blossoms by my side. He hovered over them as 
a bee would linger in a flower cup ; he touched them 
with his bill ; he brushed them gently with his pinion, 
and then he lighted close beside my face and stroked 
my forehead with his perfumed wing. I turned 
my head to see his form more clearly, but in the 
dusk I only saw his eyes, reflecting as they did the 
latest ray of light ; and sadder eyes than they I never 
saw, so full of sorrow, and it seemed, regret, that I 
felt that sparrow had a history even before he made it 
known, for, strange to tell, I heard it then and there : 

" I have wondered often in my cozy nest, so happy 
under your protection, if I had a right to enjoy such 
privileges before I had revealed to you my secret. 
It has never escaped me, not even to my mate. She 
has left me now to follow the little ones, and so the 
loneliness is more than I can bear. This odor, too, 
of English mignonnette, has served to quicken mem- 
ory and draw from me a tale that otherwise might 
have remained untold. 

"You doubtless think that mine has been the 
happy, careless life of other birds, without a trouble 
save too long a rain or scarcity of worms from over 
drouth ; but these are petty griefs compared to mine, 
as you will quite allow when I have told you all. 

" I have not lived here many years ; indeed, my 
whole life counts but few, and the first one I ever 
knew was passed in dear old England's pleasant 
fields. My hatching, growth and fledging, to the 
time when first my wings could bear me out alone, 
were like the experiences of all other birds ; so I will 
hasten to the time, the glorious spring, when first I 
chose a mate, and built, and reared our young, amid 
the branches of our chosen tree. 

" It stood in the corner of a sweet, old-fashioned 
garden, lying on the south side of a true old English 
dwelling, as gray and green as age and ivy vines 
could make it. I knew each nook and cranny of the 
place, for I flew in and out as often as I pleased. Of 
all the rooms, the parlor on the southern side pleased 
me the best, for two old ladies sat there of the sum- 
mer mornings, and, between their books and knit- 
ting, watched the shrubs and plants and sweet-smell- 
ing herbs, as though such overlooking added to their 
growth and thrift. 

" Those May-days were lovelier far than any I have 
since known ; and when we first came to build among 
the cherry blossoms, it seemed as though the land 
was made for us, with all the blue sky overhead be- 
sides. The days were long ; therefore it took but few 
to build our nest. The sticks were laid, the hair was 
woven in ; it only lacked a little touch inside to make 
it such a nest ias sparrow never had before. It was 
our first; therefore I wished it softer and more dainty 
than sparrows were wont to build. Alas ! I little 
knew that in my ambition I had woven therein a 
thorn to pierce my heart. 

" One morning, when our work was nearly done, I 
chanced to see upon a grass-plat just beyond our 
tree, a bit of rag pierced through and through with 
holes. One of the ladies was not far away; and, 
waiting till she had left the spot, I flew down, and to 
my great joy, found that though apparently worth- 
less, it was soft as any thistle-down. I seized upon 
it eagerly and wove it inland in, and before night 
came a tiny &g^ was lying on its folds. 



